SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY-
Come back, come back, come back again,
Come back, O fearful Minyae!
Orpheus.
Ah, once again, ah, once again,                               425
The black prow plunges through the sea,
Nor yet shall all your toil be vain
Nor ye forgot, O Minyae.
In such wise sang the Thracian, in such wise
Out gushed the Sirens' deadly melodies;                         430
But long before the mingled song was done,
Back to the oars the Minyae, one by one,
Slunk silently; though many an one sighed sore,
As his strong fingers met the wood once more,
And from his breast the toilsome breathing came.           435
But as they laboured, some for very shame
Hung down their heads, and yet amongst them some
Gajzied at the place whence that sweet song had come;
But round the oars and Argo's shielded side
The sea grew white, and she began to glide                    440
Swift through the waters of that deadly bay;
But when a long wake now behind her lay,
.And still the whistle of the wind increased,
Past shroud the mast, and all the song had ceased,
Butes rose up, the fair Athenian man,                             445
And with wild eyes betwixt the rowers ran
Unto the poop and leapt into the sea ;
Then all men rested on their oars, but he
Rose to the top, and towards the shore swam fast;
While all eyes watched him, who had well-nigh past
The place where sand and water 'gan to meet           t      451
In wreaths and ripples round the ivory feet,
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